>The creaking bed.
>The loving embrace.
>The gentle gasps and moans.
>The sweet scent of arousal and roses in a bed that wasn't hers.
>"B-Bobby, more..."
>Lori Loud clutches the bedding while her chest heaves up and down in time with each thrust.
>"More..."
>Her lover is quiet. His warm hands have a firm hold on her sides. His gentle squeezing heightening Lori's bliss.
>His rod slams down, pulls up, then slams down again. Her world is fuzzy and dark, but Lori swears she was sent to heaven.
>His thrusting suddenly speeds up, his sack slapping gently against her bare ass. He's close, and she knows it.
>"Mmngh..." He mumbles, strain etched onto his face.
>She reaches up, cupping a hand on his cheek.
>"I-Inside...inside, Bobby..."
>His eyes widen. His thrusts slow down for only a second.
>Then he slams into her harder than before.
>A low moan escapes her. She needs this. It's been so long. 
>She doesn't know where Leni went, but she doesn't care.
>She stares expectantly to her boo-boo bear. He stares back.
>"I-I'm cumming, Lori..." He whispers. Wait...what?
>"B-...Bobby?"
>Did she hear that right?
>"I-Im...I'm cumming!"
>Lori's stomach clenches. She had heard right.
>Lincoln's voice.
>As the thrusts continued, the world around her slowly began to melt. Fear had its grip on her.
>"S-Stop..." She shouts. "STOP!"
>In a quick motion, she brings a leg up under Bobby's chest, and with all her might, she kicks. Bobby flies off and out of her, and Lori sits up, gasping for breath.
>The world around her melts into the normal sight she knows. Her room.
>"A...A dream?" She whispers. For a second, Lori is hopeful that it was just a simple nightmare.
>Then she looks down.
>"M...My clothes." The wet spot under her was sticking to her skin.
>And then, she hears it.
>A low, pain filled groan. Near the foot of her bed.
>In horror, she crawls toward the foot of her bed.
>"Ow..."
>"L-Lincoln...?"

>Lori could see it.
>The absolute fear in his eyes. The shame on his face. His body trembling.
>Her gaze shifts down to look over her brother. Her mind races on why he was in her room.
>Yet she knew why. 
>His pants and underwear are no where to be seen.
>His heavy breathing as he laid there.
>The smell of the room.
>She knew exactly why he was here.
>"Lincoln..." She says again. She pulls the cover above her cleavage.
>He remains quiet.
>"What did you do..."
>Her stomach is fire by now. Adrenaline courses through her body. She's struggling to keep from yelling.
>"Tell me what you were doing."
>She watches as he stands up. He's running.
>Of course he is. He knows what he's done. He just can't say it.
>"Lincoln, you're going to get it."
>He's close to the door. Any second now.
>"You're not getting out of this."
>In an instant, he turns and bolts for it, the sound of his feet running down the hall to his room resonating in the house. No doubt, some girls are awake now.
>Lori looks down at the blanket.
>Her world is spinning as she swings her legs of the side.
>She catches sight at her sleeping garments, strewn about off to the side. With great difficulty, she bends down and retrieves them, and goes about repressing. 
>With her clothes back on, and her dignity at least partially built up, she creeps out the door and into the hallway. Now, she needs to choose.

>She squints at the door at the end of the hall. Light murmurs and stifled sobs escape from the door.
>"He's freaking out." She whispers.
>Lori walks toward the steps. Her parents need to know what happened. 
>To know what their only son did.
>As she reaches the top of the stairs, Lori pauses. Her eyes shift toward the door. Two voices. 
>"He probably woke up Clyde and is saying his final wishes." A smirk threatened to spread wide on her lips. "Good."
>She looked down the darkened staircase, and grabbed onto the handrail.
>Yet, despite being there, just a staircase and a few feet away from her parents room, she can't bring herself to descend them.
>Something was pulling her back. 
>A lust for revenge.
>Against her better judgement, Lori backs away from the steps, and turns her body towards his door. Within the first few steps, she can hear his panicked voice much better now.
>"--I don't know what came over me, Clyde...I-I don't know what to do!" He cried out, punctuated between bouts of sobbing.
>His radio crackles to life, Clyde offering no solace for what is most likely the ultimate betrayal.
>Without hesitation, Lori reaches out and twists the door handle. He didn't even lock it. As the door swings open, Lincoln jerks his body to look at her.
>His eyes are as big as saucers, and he's frozen like a deer in headlights.
>He knew his punishment was coming. 
>Just not in the way he expected.

>"Lincoln." Lori calmly says. He drops the walkie-talkie, Clyde shooting off questions. He's still nude, his tiny rod still standing at attention. There's even a drop of her still on him, threatening to drip down.
>It was all about mind games now. She has her anger under control. It's in check. She's cool.
>But he better tell her the truth.
>"L-Lori...I can explain..." He meekly replies, raising his hands up. 
>Strike one. Lori sneers at him. He wants to be a man by doing what he did, but acts like a child in the face of his punishment.
>"You literally have one minute to explain to me what you were doing. One minute, Lincoln." 
>She hit every note. The calm and collected 'big sister' act was messing with him. She could see it in his face. Confliction.
>"I...I don't know...I really don't know what I was do--"
>Strike two.
>"Don't bullshit me, Linky. You don't just do that. Not to your sisters. Not to ANYONE."
>"Look, I-I'm sor-"
>"I'm not asking for apologies."
>Lincoln's eyes look downward. Guild is practically oozing off of him. She feels it.
>"I like you...l-like you a lot, Lori. I have for awhile. I've wanted to do this for...I-I don't even know how long."
>Lori knew she didn't look pleased. She wouldn't hide it. She was hoping for that final slip up. To give her a reason to do it.
>"B-But...I-I'll make it up to you Lori! I really will! It won't happen again. Just please...don't tell mom and da-"
>Strike three.
>A resounding slap echoes in the tiny room. His eyes are tearing up. He didn't even see it coming. She put only about half into that slap.
>"L-...Lori...please..." He whimpers out, cupping his cheek. "I-I'm sorr-"
>A closed fist is what strikes him next, causing him to yelp out in pain. He falls to the ground, cowering on his back.
>"Loriii..." He groans out. Of course he's crying again.
>As she steps forward, she peers down at the scene before her.
>Lincoln, pantsless and erect, cowering in fear of her. Completely submissive. Broken.
>"You're going to pay, Lincoln." She plainly said. Her eyes are glued to his stick. Oh, how she so wanted to ravish him, the way she did to him.
>"It's just a matter of how."
>She desperately wants to reach down and begin her own, personal revenge...but in the back of her mind, she knew how hypocritical and awful it is.

>She wants this badly. Too badly to just pass it up. She raises her foot to high above him.
>Lincoln sees where it will land. He yells and covers himself with his hands and crosses his legs.
>"D-Don't, please!"
>Lori's heart was racing as she lowers her foot to the ground. God, this is a thrill. Her pants were practically soaking in her lust for this.
>"Stand up." She softly commanded. Lincoln looks on, confusion evident on his face. "I said, stand up."
>He complies, holding his gaze to her. Even as he stands up, he cowers down, as if ready for any strike.
>"Get on the bed." Her words were dipped in sugar, but still plainly gave off venom.
>He slowly side steps towards his bed, a dance forming between them as he didn't dare show off his back.
>"Lori...please, you're...you're not acting right!" 
>She lurches forward, a hefty shove being her only response to him. Lincoln stumbles back and falls directly onto the bed. 
>Before he can even recover, Lori rushes him down. Placing a hand firmly on his covered chest, she pins him down onto the bed. 
>"What's wrong, Lincoln? Isn't this what you wanted?" With him easily held down, she takes her seat next to him, grinning as he scans over his body. 
>"No...I-" He stammers, before sharply gasping as Lori wraps a hand around the base of his dick. She squeezes incredibly hard, biting her lip as she watches her little brothers body squirm in her grasp.
>"Wrong, Lincoln. Now, let's try that again. Isn't this what you wanted?"
>Through an expression filled with pain, Lincoln nods his head, his body shuddering.
>"Good. Now you just relax." Her free hand slowly let's off the pressure, as it glides down to the base of his shirt. "Just let this happen, and we'll be even."

>As she brings his shirt up to his neck, Lori suddenly slashes down. Lincoln lets out a gasp of pain before he looks down at the long red streaks of his chest.
>"That's for waking me up from a great dream." Lori hisses.
>She loosens her grip on his shaft and lowers her hand to her boxers. Sliding it between the elastic and her she quickly dips three fingers into her honey pot. By now, Lori was soaking through the boxers.
>"It won't feel as good as you raping me, Lincoln," She returns her now pussy juice covered hand to his crotch. "But this is just a bit of foreplay. For you, of course."
>She rubs her hand up and down his moderately sized shaft, smiling at his muscles twitching.
>Tears streak down Lincoln's cheeks the entire time while Lori enjoys every tear and sniffle to escape him.
>This was her punishment to him.
>"L-Lori...can we...can we please stop...please." He gasps, the sound of her hands work filling the room with wet slaps.
>"I told you. No." She capitalizes by digging her nails into his side.
>Her teases and touches slowly work their magic on Lincoln, despite the situation. He is a growing boy, after all.
>"S...Somethings coming out, Lori." He softly moans.
>"Oh? Good." 
>Just at the height of his pleasure, Lori once more tightens her grip on his base. Lincoln gasps out, biting his lip as his release completely stops.
>"I'm not done with you yet, Lincoln. You haven't paid your due."
>Lori removes her hand from his erection, smiling as he fidgets on the bed. She gets up and quickly climbs atop him, sitting down right above his crotch. 
>"Are you ready Lincoln?"
>She sees for the first time thst Lincoln is an absolute mess. His hair is wild, tears and snot leak from his face, and a large bruise was rapidly forming on his face from where she struck.
>"N-Noooo..." He groaned through sobs. His response ended with a quick slap, strengthening his cries, but warranting a nod.
>"Good boy." She looks down and grabs her boxers, yanking them to the side.

>Lincoln quietly whimpers as Lori maneuvered herself to his tip. With one movement, she drops down, a resounding smash echoing out as her ass hits his crotch.
>"Feel familiar?" She chides. 
>Without another word, Lori begins bouncing up and down his length.
>His gasps.
>His moans.
>His bed creaking.
>The smell of the room.
>It's just like her dream. Exactly like it.
>They're like music to her ears.
>Her loins are aching. She's barely a few thrusts in and she's teetering on the edge.
>Yet, as she looks down at his brother under her, something stirs within her. His expression. 
>"L-Loriiii!!!" He moans her name. 
>He's enjoying this. Despite all that's happened, he's enjoying this. She wanted to break him. To get revenge. 
>To hurt him.
>Seeing him enjoy this. Her punishment.
>Something snapped in Lori. 
>"Lincoln..." She sweetly whispers, lowering her hands to him.
>He opens his eyes. Those pure, doe-like eyes.
>And then they widen. 
>He opens his mouth to say something. Or maybe to scream. Or to call out for help.
>But nothing, spare for the guttural choking, escapes his lips.
>Lori's grip tightens even more, her hips not stopping their pounding down into him.
>"Oh Lincoln..."
>His hands met with hers. They desperately tried to pull them away. To free his neck from her imprisonment. But this was what she craved.
>His struggling. The tears rolling down his cheeks.
>His suffering.
>It was all too sweet.
>With one final slam downward, her inner wall tightened around him, Lori moaning out. Lincoln, the poor thing, couldn't help but follow suite, his body cut off from much needed oxygen.
>He paints her insides white, the two siblings climaxing at the same time.
>And at the peak of their pleasure, no matter how twisted it is, the unthinkable happens.

>The door swings open, crashing into wall.

>There was no time to even react as the light flips on.
>Yelling.
>Crying.
>Shoting.
>Lori felt something pull on her hair as she was lifted clean off the bed.
>"Lori, stop! Stop!"
>Lori kicks and punches, but within moments 6 hands have her subdued, all yelling.
>"Stay away from the door, Lana!"
>"Lola, take Lisa and go back to bed! Now!"
>Her vision was blurred, Lori desperately trying to rend herself to freedom from the 3 figures above her. 
>Then, her senses slam back into her.
>"Lincoln, honey, what's wrong?!"
>"Dudes, he's got a lot of scratches on him!"
>"He's barely breathing!"
>She hears gasping, no doubt from Lincoln.
>Her vision clears.
>They're all looking away from her. To Lincoln on the bed.
>Dad.
>Luna.
>Luan.
>"W-Wait..." She whispers, her eyes widening as she realizes what was happening. "D-Dad..."
>Lori feels her heart sink. The glare that her own father gave her. Barely holding back tears.
>She put him through this.
>After a minute of struggling, the room finally calms. She can hear Lincoln's breathing return to normal, the sound of some of their sisters crying, panting, or whimpering. No doubt most of them were confused.
>They must've heard the commotion. They must've.
>"Lynn, honey, we need to get Lincoln to a hospital." Lori's mother said.
>"I know. Luna, Luan, help Lincoln down the stairs. We need to make sure he's okay. Rita, dial 911."
>"R-Right."
>The room suddenly turns deathly silent as Lynn Sr. looks down at Lori. A mixture of pain, anger, and sadness was clearly on his face.
>"Lori. Sweetie...why..."
>She's desperately fighting back tears. What was there to say? She only had one shot.
>"L-Lincoln...t-tell them what you did..."
>She stares at the ceiling, waiting for an answer.
>"Tell them!"
>"...Lori..."
>Her heart was pounding.
>"She...she woke me up..."
>She was gritting her teeth 
>"Hit me..."
>He wouldn't.
>"And then...then she..."
>"She raped me."
>Lori let out the scream of her life as her fate was sealed.